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Volp. [springing up.] Excellent, Moscal
Come hither, let me kiss thee. Mos. Keep you still, sir.
Here is Corbaccio. Volp. Set the plate away:
The vulture's gone, and the old raven's come i
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Mos. Betake you to your silence, and your sleep:
Stand there and multiply. [Putting the plate to the rest. Now, shall we see
A wretch who is indeed more impotent
Than this can feign to be; yet hopes to hop
Over his grave.
Signior Corbaccio!
You're very welcome, sir. Corb. How does your patron? Mos. Troth, as he did, sir; no amends, Corb. What! mends he? Mos. No, sir: he is rather worse. Corb. That's well. Where is he? Mos. Upon his couch, sir, newly fall'n asleep. Corb. Does he sleep well? Mos. No wink, sir, all this night.
Nor yesterday; but slumbers. Corb. Good! He should take
Some counsel of physicians: I have brought him
An opiate here, from mine own doctor. Mos. He will not hear of drugs, Corb. Why? I myself
Stood by while it was made, saw all the ingredients:
And know it cannot but most gently work.
My life for his, 'tis but to make him sleep. Volp. Aya his last sleep, if he would take it.           {Aside.